^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ii tA ^ 


BrX—> 


f. i : 

rflK 

KM! 


*i|I 


■ v ,. -f i m 


mw 

r-^y£t \ i <•;I 
I W I #3 
IF . f >: 


m • f 


i atilt 


: ftfiSiUK 


felwl 


182 


The (^Merchant of Venice. 


lie fee if I can get my husbands ring 

Which I did makehim fwcare tojkeepe for euer. 

Vor, Thou maift I warrant,we (hal haue oldjfwearing 
That they did giue the rings away to men; 

But weele out- face them,and out-fwearc them to : v 
A way,make haftc,thou know’ft where I will tarry# 

JVer* Come good fir,yyill you flicw me to this houfe. 

Exeunt. 


X. 


,<*7 Hus Qmniui . 


Enter Lorenzo and Ieffica. 

Lor. The nroone fhincs bright. In fuch a night as this, 
When the fweet vvinde did gently kiffe the trees. 

And they did make no nnyfejn fuch a night 
Troylus me thinkes mounted the Troian wails, 

And figh’d his loule toward the Grecian tents 
Where Creffed lay that night. 

Ief. In fuch a night 

Did Thubte fearefully ore-trip the drive, 

And faw the Lyons fti3dow ere hitulelfe , 

And ratine difmayed away. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Stood‘ZW* with a Willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde fea bankc$,and waft her Louc 
To come againe to Carthage. 

Ief* In fuch a night 
Medea gathered the indented hearbs 
That did renew old Efon. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Did Ieffica fteale from the wealthy Iewe, 

And with an Vnchrift Loue did runnefrom Venice, 

As farre as Belmont. 

Ief. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fweare he lou’d her well. 

Stealing her loule with many vowes or faith , 

Andncrea true one. 

Loren . In fuch a night 

Did pretty Ieffica (Tike alitile Ihrow) ^ x ‘ • r * 
Slander her Loue 3 and he forgaue it her* 

lejji, I would out-night you did no body come : 

But harke,I hcare the footing of a man. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Lor • Who comes fo fall in lilencc of the night? 

Mef A friend. (friend? 

Loren. A friend,what friend ? your name I pray you 
*Mef. Stephano is my name,and I bring word 
My Miftreffe will before the breake of day 
Be heere at Belmont,the doth ftray about 
By holy croffes where (lie kneeles and prayes 
For happy wedlocke houres. 

Loren . Who comes with her ? 

Mef. None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I pray you it my Maftcr yet rnturn’d ? 

Loren. He is not,nor we haue not heard from him. 

But goc we in I pray thee feffca , 

And ceremonioufly let vs vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftreffe of the houfe, 

Enter Clowne. 

Clo. Sola,fola: wo ha ho,fola,fola# 


*Hfol a 

(foi a ; 


Loten. Who calls? 

Clo. Sola,did you fee M .Lorenzo lA.Lore, 

Lor. Lcauc hollowing man,hcere. 

Clo. Sola,where,where? 

Lor. Heere? 

Clo. Tel him ther’s a Poft come from my Maftcr V 
his home full of good newes,my Mafter will be h c ’ ^ 
morning fweet foule. rc er « 

Loren. Let’s in,and there expc& their commin 

And yet no matter: why fliould we goe in? - 
My friend Stephen , fignifie pray you 
Within the houfe,your Miftreffe is ait hand, 

And bring your mufique foorth into the ayre. 

How 1 weet the moone-light fleepes vpon this banke 
Heere will we fit,and let the founds of muficke * 

Crecpe in our eares fofc fiilnes,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmonie : 

Sit Ieffica , looke how the floore of heauen 
Is thicke inlayed with pattens of bright gold 
There’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdft 
But in his motion like an Angell fings. 

Still quiring to the young eyed Cherubins ; 

Such harmonie is in immortall foules. 

But whilft this muddy vefturc of decay 
Doth grofly clofe in it, we cannot heare it: 

Come hoe,and wak z'Diana with a hymne, 

With fweeteft tutches pcarce your Miftreffe care 
And draw her home with mufickc. 

Icfli. I am neucr merry when I heare fweet mufique 

Play muficke. 

Lor. The reafon is,your fpirits arc attentiue: 

For doc but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of youthful and vnhandled colts. 

Fetching mad bounds,bellowing and neighing loud 
Which is the hot condition oftheir bloud, * 

If they but heare perchance a trumpet found. 

Or any ayre ofmuficke touch their eares. 

You /hall perceiue them make a mutuall ftand, 

Their fauage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze. 

By the fweet power of muficke: therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orpheus drew trees,ftoncs,and floods, 
Since naught fo ftockifh,hard,and full of rage, 

But muficke for time doth change his nature, 

The man that hath no mufickc in himfclfe, 

Nor is not moued with concord of fweet founds. 

Is fit for treaions,ftratagems,and fpoyles. 

The motions of his fpirit are dull as night, 

And his affections darke as Srobus, 

Let no fuch man be trufted: marke the mufickc. 

Enter Portia and Ntrriffit- 

For. That light we fee is burning in my hall: 

How farre that little candell throwes his beames, 

So fhines a good deed in a naughty world# (dM 

Ner. When the moonefhone wc did not fee the can 
For. So doth the greater glory dim theleffe, 

A fubftitute fhines brightly as a King 
Vntill a King be by, and then his ftate 
Empties it felfe,as doth an inland brooke 
Into the maine of waters: mufique,harke. Wffy 

Ner. It is your muficke Madame of the houfe. 

Per. Nothing is good I fee without refpeft, 
Methinkes it founds much fweeter then by day ? 

Fieri Silence beftowes that vertue on it Madam. 
Tor. The Crow doth fing as fwcctly as the Larke 



The, <iiMercbant of Venice. 


—is attended • 3fid I thiftke 

* C th ° U8ht 

And would not be avvakU 

** C Muficke ceafes. 

lor . That is the voice, 

Cuckow^thet« wc j come home ? 

h Z we haue bene praying for our husbands welfare 
W hich fpecd wehope the better for our words, 

A rethey return’d? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet. 

But there is come a M ellenger before 
To fignifie their comming. 

Por. Go in Nerrifa, 

Giue order to my leruants,that they take 
Mo note at all of our being ablent hence, 

Nor you Lorenzo, Ieffica nor you. 

; Tucket founds. 

Lor Your husband is at hand, 1 hearehis Trumpet, 

We areno tell-tales Madam,fearc you not 

Per. This night methinkes is but the daylight heke, 

Tc lookes a little paler, ’tis a day. 

Such as the day is,when the Sun is hid. 

Enter Tajfanio, Anthonio , Gratiano^nd their 
Followers. 

B*f We flhould hold day with the Antipodes, 

Ifyou would walke in abfen cc of the funne. 

Por. Let me giue light,but let me not belight, 

For a light wife doth make a heauic husband. 

And ncucr be Taffanio fo for me, 

But God fort all: you arc welcome home my Lord. 

Eajf. I thanke you Madam,giue wclcom to my friend ; 
This is the man, this is Anthomo, 

To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Por. You fhould in all fence be much bound to him, 
ForasI hcarehc was much bound foryou. 

Anth. No more then I am wel acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you arc verie welcome to our houfe: 

It muft appeare in other waies then words. 

Therefore I fcant this breathing curtefie. 

Gra. By yonder Moonc I fweare you do me wrong. 
Infaith I gauc it to the Iudges Clearke, 

Would he were gelt that had it for my part. 

Since you do take it Loneib much at hart. 

Por. A quarrel hoe alreadie, what’s the matter i 
Gra. About a hoope of Gold,a paltry Ring 
That fhe did giue me, whofe Pocfie was 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpon a knife; Loue mee^ and leave mee not. 

Ner. What talke you of the Poefie or the valcw; 

You fwore to me when I did giue it you. 

That you would weare it til the hourc of death, 

And that it fhould lye with you in your grauc,t 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths. 

You (hould haue becne refpc&iuc and haue kept iu 
Gaue it a Iudges Clearke: but wel I know 
The Clearke wil nere weare haire on’s face that had it. 


Gra. He wil,andifheliuetobcamari. 

Nerriffa. I,ifaWomanliuctobeaman. 

Gra. Now by this hand I gaue it to a youth, 

A kinde of boy, a little ferubbed boy,* 

No higher then thy felfe, the Iudges Clearke, 

A prating boy that begg d it as a Fee, 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Tor. You were too blame, I muft be plaine with you, 
To part fo {lightly with your wiues firft gift, 

A thing ftneke on with oathes vpon your finger, 

And fo riueted with faith vnto your flcfti. 

I gauc my Loue a Ring, and made himfwcarfc 
Neucr to part with it, and heere he ftands: 

I dare be fworne for him, he would not leaue it. 

Nor pluckc it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world mafters. Now in faith Gratiam y 
You giue your wife too vnkinde a cauie of greefe. 

And ’twerc to me I fliould be mad at it. 

Taf Why I were beft to cut my left hand off. 

And fweare I loft the Ring defending it. 

Gre. My Lord Bajfanio gaue his Ring away 
Vnto the Judge that beg’d it, and indeede 
DefcruMit too : and then the Boy his Clearke 
That tooke fomc paines in writing, he begg d mine, 
And ney thcr man nor maftcr would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

Por . What Ring ganc you my Lord ? 

Not that I hope which you recciu’d ofme. 

Tlajf. If I couldaddealic vnto a fault, 

I would deny it: but you fee my finger 
Hath not the Ring vpon it, it is gone. 

Por. Eucn fo voide is your falfe heart of truth. 

By heauen I wil nerc come in your bed 
Vntil IfeetheRing. 

Ner. Nor I in yours,til I againe fee mine. 

Eajf. Sweet Portia y 

Ifyou did know to w hom I gauc the Ring, 

Ifyou did know for whom I gaue the Ring, 

And iwould conceitic for what I gauc the Ring, 

And how vnwillingly I left the Ring, 

When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 

You would abate the ftrength of your difplealur* ? 

Por. If you had knowne the vertue of the Ring, 

Or halfc her worthineffe that gauc the Ring, 

Or your owne honour to eontainc the Ring, 

You would not then haue parted with the Ring: -7 

What man is there fo much vnreafonable, 

Ifyou had pleasM to haue defended it 

With any termes of Zealc : wanted the modeftie 

To vrge the thing held as a cercmonie: 

Nerriffa teaches me what to belceue, 

lie die for’t, but fomc Woman had the Ring ? 

Eajf. No by mine honor Madam, by my foule 
No Woman had it, but a ciuill Do&or, 

Which did refufc three thoufand Ducatcs of me. 

And Beg’d the Ring; the which I did denie him. 

And fuffer’d him to go difpleas’a away : 

Eucn he that had held vp the verie life 

Of my deere friend. What (hould I fay fweete Lady? 

I was inforc’dto fend it after him, 

I was befet with (hame and curtefie, 

My honor would not let ingratitude 
So much befmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 

And by thefe bleffcd Candles of the night, 

Had you bene there, I thinkc you would haue beg’d 
The Ring of me, to giue the worthic Dodftor ? 

P/r. 
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